Dark looms the forest far-away;

O, listen! through its empty dales
Rings from the solemn echoing boughs

The music of its nightingales.

Now quench my silver lamp, prythee,

And bid the harpers harp that tune
Fairies that haunt the meadowlands
Sing to the stars of June.

And bid them play, though I in dreams
No longer heed their pining strains,

For I would not to silence wake

When slumber o'er my senses wanes.

You Angels bright who me defend,
Enshadow me with curved wing,

And keep me in the long dark night
Till dawn another day shall bring.

THE  CHILD  IN THE  STORY AWAKES
The light of dawn rose on my dreams,
And from afar I seemed to hear
In sleep the mellow blackbird call
Hollow and sweet and clear.
I prythee, Nurse, my casement open,
Wildly the garden peals with singing,
And hooting through the dewy pines
The goblins of the dark are winging.
O listen the droning of the bees,
That in the roses take delight!
And see a cloud stays in the blue
Like an angel still and bright.
The gentle sky is spread like silk,
And, Nurse, the moon doth languish there,
As if it were a perfect jewel
In the morning's soft-spun hair.
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